CHAPTER X
TWIGS OF A WITHERED EMPIRE
(URMI)
ON their eastern side the Hakkiari Mountains subside into
the plain of Urmi, and the journey down to that town from
Tergawar is quite a tame affair after such wild experiences
as are furnished by Jilu and Baz. We have merely to cross
the last two down-like ridges of mountain, and then the
country changes, with the startling suddenness induced by
irrigation, to a fertile crop-covered plain, plentifully
chequered with trees.
Ten years ago Urmi town was but an overgrown village,
crowded with mean houses of sun-dried mud brick, and
girdled with crumbling mud walls. Only occasionally did
a gateway of burnt brick, with some pretensions to archi-
tecture, usher one into the courtyard of some notable;
into a garden constructed exactly on the lines depicted in
the Assyrian sculptures, and a house in a state of more or
less disrepair. Within the walls the city remains thus to
this day; though recent changes have promoted the growth
of a suburb with an air of" underdone Tiflis," where Persians
have produced a bad imitation of the Russian imitation of
European style,
By far its most picturesque feature (not excepting even
the mosque courtyards) is its great Bazaar. This is a good
specimen of the usual Persian type, which is far more ambi-
tious than the Turkish. It is a maze of ill-lit corridors,
roofed with domical brick vaults, and lined on either side
with the booths of the merchants and artificers, It will
be long ere a visitor's eyesight can accustom itself to the
darkness, and longer still ere his " bump of locality " can
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